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a half-mined, gloomy cemetery, jumped across the fallen
fence, ran between the sunken graves, the crooked crosses
and little shrines. Yet one more effort, and he would be safe.
But now the thunder of feet behind him increased, grew
louder. The pursuer's burning breath scorched his neck,
and at that moment he felt himself seized by the tail a^d
skirt of his greatcoat. A muffled cry burst from him, andhe
awoke.

He was lying on his back. His feet, squeezed in the tight
boots, had gone numb ; there was a cold sweat on his brow,
all his body ached as though he had been thrashed. " Oh,
hell! " he said hoarsely, listening with satisfaction to his
own voice, and still unable to believe that what he had just
lived through was a dream. Then he turned over on his
side, wrapped himself up to his head in his greatcoat,
thought: "I ought to have let him come close, parried his
blow, struck him down with the bavonet, and then
ran. . . ."                             ^                *                      A

For a moment he lay reflecting on this dream he had now
had a second time, experiencing a joyous emotion at the
feeling that it was only a bad dream and that in reality there
was no danger near at all. " It's extraordinary that in a
dream everything's ten times as terrible as in real life.
Never in all my fife have I known such terror, even in the
tightest comers," he thought, as he dozed off and gratefully
stretched out his numbed feet.

Kopylov aroused him at dawn.
" Get up, it's time to get ready and go. We were ordered
to be there at six ! "
The chief of staff had only just shaved, cleaned his boots
and put on his creased but clean tunic. He had obviously
been in a hurry : his puffy cheeks had two razor cuts. But
he had a general air of spruce elegance that he had lacked
before.
Gregor ran his eyes critically over him, and though^
** Bah, how he's togged himself up! He doesn't want to
look anyhow when he presents himself to the general. . . /'